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How to read a Yes No Maybe So book


As you read you will come across a set of choices. Click on an option and continue reading until your next set of choices. When you get to the end, you can start all over again!

[image: Images]



The Curtain Rises
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“My hearrrrrrt can’t choooooose . . . ,” I belted out along with the music as I scooped a bunch of samosas out of the fryer with the long-handled basket. As always—when I made them—they were a perfect, delicious golden brown. I dumped them on the rack to cool and put another batch in the oil to cook.

My family’s sweet shop—Mmmumbai—wouldn’t open for another hour. I had cranked up the stereo while I cooked. My parents didn’t mind, as long as it wasn’t so loud that it “shook the rafters” of our apartment upstairs and I turned it down before the store opened. But by then I’d be long gone on my way to school.

Until my best friend, Yael Lewis, showed up to walk to school with me, I was on my own to cook and sing. I turned up the volume a little more and shimmied around the room.

“ . . . I loooooked up aaaaand—urgleaaaahhhh!”

“Urgleaaaahhhh” isn’t part of the song, but it is what you blurt out when you’re singing at the top of your lungs, thinking you’re alone, and you turn and there’s someone standing right beside you. And that someone is smirking.

“Rohan!” I yelled. “You could warn a person!”

Rohan laughed, his eyes wrinkling at the corners. “I did try to warn you, Sitara; I called out your name six times!”

“Whatever,” I said, smiling as I pictured what he’d seen. Whenever I sang, I felt strong and light at the same time. My voice became deeper and richer as I breathed through the notes, and the rest of my senses shut down as I soared along with the music.

I quickly turned back to the fryer to make sure the samosas didn’t burn.

“You sounded good, though,” he said. “You have a really nice voice.”

I turned my head to look at him and lifted an eyebrow, waiting for the punch line, but he just smiled at me. Maybe it wasn’t a joke, and he really meant it. I did have a great voice, one that would get me to Broadway someday, but he’d never mentioned it before. I realized I’d been staring at him a beat too long. “Uh, thanks,” I said, turning back toward the fryer again. “So, what are you doing here?”

It wasn’t strange that he was there; he worked part-time at the sweet shop and was practically a family member, he was there so much. Our mothers were best friends, and I’d known him forever. I used to see him at school, too, but it was different this year since he was now in ninth grade, which meant we weren’t in the same building anymore. He only came over after school, when I was usually staying late for drama club. We hadn’t seen each other much lately.

I peeked at him again; he looked taller than I remembered.

His shoulders moved as he shrugged. “Your mom texted me last night that she got a last-minute catering order for this morning. Since I have first period free, I can deliver it.”

I pointed at the fryer. “I’ll just finish with these, then I’ll go up front to pack it for you.”

He nodded and grabbed one of the cooling samosas, juggling it from hand to hand. “Hot, hot, hot!” A second later he took a bite and made a face. “Ugh, this isn’t one of the apple cinnamon ones.”

I snorted. “I never said it was.” My family was known for our untraditional twists on traditional Indian sweets. But we still offered some savory staples. “These are just regular potato and pea. The apple cinnamons are already out in the case. But, um, isn’t that burning your tongue?”

He shrugged and took another bite. “Still good,” he said as he chewed, steam escaping his open mouth.

“Weirdo,” I said, and we both laughed.

Once I was done with the samosas, I went out to the front of the store where the big glass display cases were already filled with pastries and goodies for the day.

My parents baked almost everything very early (getting up in the middle of the night most days), but when they were done, they always took a short rest upstairs before the store opened, leaving a few things for me to make so I could earn some money.

While Rohan waited, eating his samosa, I looked at the computer to find the order that he would be delivering.

“Three dozen assorted,” I said when I pulled up the invoice. With a nod, I printed it out and turned to grab one of the big saffron-colored pastry boxes.

As I was arranging the last of the maple syrup laddus (sort of like a doughnut hole but a billion times better) in the box, my parents came through the back of the shop. They were both carrying steaming mugs of chai.

“Good morning, Rohan,” my father said. He came up to me and gave me a kiss on the crown of my head before he reached into the case for a jalebi, his favorite sweet.

“Is that the order for the bank meeting?” my mother asked, nodding toward the box in my hands.

“Yes,” Rohan said. “I’ll take it right over as soon as Sitara finishes packing it up.”

I wrapped string around the box—heavy with its sugary load—to secure it before I taped the receipt on top. “There you go,” I said, holding out the box toward him.

He stepped forward, and as he reached for the box, the tips of his fingers brushed against mine. And then he didn’t move away. My eyes darted up to his, wondering why he’d frozen in place, only to find he was staring at me. Not just looking and definitely not glaring. Staring.

So weird!

Then, as though it weren’t weird AT ALL, he smiled, took the box, and exited while I stood there like a stage prop.

Mom sipped her tea and grinned at me over her mug. “What a nice boy,” she said. Had she noticed what he’d done?

Mom was always talking about Rohan like that. “Oh, Rohan’s so nice; oh, Rohan’s so reliable; oh, Rohan is so good-looking and comes from such a nice family, blah, blah, blah.”

He was nice and reliable and, I guess, good-looking, too, with his dark hair and cute smile. I’d never really thought about him that way. I’d never really thought about him before at all.

“There’s Yael,” my father said, breaking into my thoughts. He nodded toward the front window. Sure enough, my BFF was standing outside, waiting for me.

I waved at her and ran to the back to quickly wash my hands and grab my backpack for school. As I returned to the front of the store, Dad handed me a small bag.

“Coconut laddus,” he said as I took it.

“Her favorite,” I said. “Thanks.” And then I got up on my tiptoes and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“Don’t forget I have drama club after school today,” I called out as I left.

As I walked toward Yael, I noticed her face was lit with excitement. Something was up. “What?” I asked right away because she obviously had news. “WHAT?”

She pulled a sheet of paper out of her pocket and unfolded it, holding it up for me to read.

It only took a second for me to scan what it said. She lowered the paper, and we looked at each other with wide eyes. Then we both screamed in excitement.

I looped my arm through hers, and we skipped toward school.

“We’re off to see the wizard . . . !”



The Costar
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We got more than halfway to school before we grew tired of skipping and singing at the tops of our lungs (well, I was singing at the top of my lungs; Yael was just singing regular, but she doesn’t love singing the way I do).

We had stopped and were laughing when some younger kid walked by us with a terrified look on his face.

“What, you’ve never seen The Wizard of Oz before?” I leaned over toward him and asked. “Because, because, because, because, BECAAAAAAAUSE!” I took a big inhale, but before I could finish, the kid shook his head and ran away from us. Yael and I laughed again.

When we had finally caught our breath, Yael looked at me sideways with a sly smile. “So, I guess this means you’re not going to try out, huh?”

“Right,” I said with a laugh. “Like you could stop me from trying out for The Wizard of Oz! I will be the best Dorothy EVAH!”

“I can’t wait!” Yael said. “And of course we’ll get to do this together.”

She held up the flyer again and pointed at the bottom where it said they were also looking for set designers and techs.

“You’re the best painter in our grade. You will make the most stunning, beautiful, Ozerific sets anyone has ever seen!”

She smiled and nodded enthusiastically. “Right?” But then she gave me a funny look and clutched her stomach. “Unless . . . ugh . . . unless I die of starvation first.”

I just stared at her in confusion until her eyes darted pointedly down toward the bag in my hand.

I snorted. “Such drama! And here I thought I would be the one who’ll win a Tony one day!” I said. She took a big bow, complete with a graceful flourish of her arm.

I shook my head at her as I handed her the bag of treats. My bestie didn’t want to be famous like I did, but we liked to share the role of funny friend. It was just one of the things I loved about her.

•  •  •

I was crouched down, putting my backpack into my locker, when I sensed someone—and not a Yael-size someone—come to stand beside me.

I looked up and almost fell backward. It was Hiro Nakahara, captain of the lacrosse team, the school’s best dancer, and the most popular boy. He also happened to be my crush since sixth grade. He’d been my partner for folk dancing in gym class and had told me I had great moves, which, coming from him, was a huge compliment.

So, there he was, right beside me. Looking at me. ME!

“Hey,” he said.

OMG, OMG, OMG! whirled around in my head as I closed my locker and stood up, grateful that even though my legs suddenly felt wobbly like spaghetti (because he was right there and he was smiling—at me!), they worked. He was looking right into my eyes, so he had to be talking to me, but it took me a second to chill and croak out “Hey” back.

He didn’t seem to notice how nervous I was and was still smiling when he said, “Did you hear about the auditions?”

Hiro and I were in drama club together, and, just like me, he was obsessed with all things theater. Of course he’d heard about Knot’s Valley Little Theater’s casting call.

I nodded.

“You’re going to try out, right?”

I nodded again and then realized I probably needed to say something out loud, using actual words. You’re an actress, I told myself. Act like a cool person!

“Yeah,” I said with a one-shoulder shrug that I desperately hoped looked casual. “I mean, yeah for sure. For Dorothy, obvs.”

“Awesome,” he said, his grin widening. “I’m going to be the Scarecrow. I was going to be the Tin Man, but I think the Scarecrow has a bigger part.”

“Good call,” I said.

Then he said, “I look forward to being the Scarecrow to your Dorothy.”

Gulp. He was looking at me, like, really looking at me, and not just because I happened to be in front of him, but because he wanted to look at me. My heart thumped so hard it was very obvious I was not lacking that organ, nor was I made of tin.

I suddenly ran out of words, which never happens to me. Thankfully, Yael had my back. I’d forgotten she was even there but was so glad she was. “The Scarecrow is a really hard role—it’s so physical.”

Hiro smirked, showing off his dimple, and I reminded myself to blink. “That’s one of the things I love about it,” he said. And then he did this wobbly dance that made him look like he had no bones. A second later he began to sing, “If I only had a braaaaain . . .”

I glanced over at Yael, and I could see she was impressed too. I felt weirdly proud, even though he wasn’t my boyfriend . . . yet.

Yael and I applauded right there in the hallway. “Obviously, you’re going to crush the audition,” I said, and then realized I’d said “crush.” Heat rushed to my cheeks.

He bumped his shoulder into mine. “You will too, Tara. Make sure you’re at drama club after school so we can practice.”

I nodded. “I wouldn’t miss it!”

Just then the two-minute bell rang.

“Come on, I’ll walk you to class,” Hiro said, looping his arm through mine. I looked down at where we were joined and then back up to his face. Was this my real life? There’s no place like . . . right here in the hallway with Hiro.

He tugged me down the hall when he began to sing in his clear voice: “Weeeeeee’re off to see—”

“Hiro!” I said, planting my feet on the floor and stopping him.

He did an exaggerated wobble as though he were going to fall over but then caught himself at the last second—he was going to be the perfect Scarecrow. “Yeah?”

I nodded toward the other end of the hall. “Our class is this way.”

Looking up and pointing his finger at his temple, he made a goofy face. “Oh, yeah!” he said with a wink, and then began to sing: “If I oooooonly had a brain!”

Then he spun me around, and we skipped to class. Halfway there, I glanced over my shoulder and mouthed to Yael: “Oh. Em. Gee!”



Special Guest Appearance
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“If only Dorothy got to kiss the Scarecrow,” I said right before taking a bite of my carrot stick. It was lunchtime, and I was in the cafeteria sitting with Yael and our two other friends, Paloma and Gemma.

Yael rolled her eyes. “Dorothy is supposed to be a young girl. The Scarecrow’s a grown-up.”

Gemma wrinkled her nose. “That’s gross.”

Paloma only nodded in agreement since her mouth was full of sandwich, though she did it very exuberantly.

“Yes, but my Scarecrow will be the same age as me. I bet if Judy Garland’s Scarecrow had been her age and cute, with spiked-up black hair and gorgeous hazel eyes, she would have kissed him.”

“That’s not the point,” Yael countered. “There’s no kissing in TWOz.” (TWOz—rhymes with “gauze”—was our code name for The Wizard of Oz.)

I opened my mouth to say Too bad, but before I got the chance, someone cleared their throat next to me.

I had a quarter of a second to hope it was Hiro before I looked over and saw Desmond Flynn.

“Hi, Des,” Paloma said.

Paloma was in gaming club with Desmond and talked about him sometimes. She said he was a little shy but really smart, and if you put a controller in his hand, suddenly he wasn’t so shy anymore. The way she went on about him, I thought she might have a crush on him, but she always denied it. I wouldn’t blame her if she did, though, since he was kind of cute. Though with how quiet he was, he wasn’t drama club material, that’s for sure.

Yael asked, “What’s up, Desmond?” because he was just sort of standing there, holding a tray as we looked at him.

He pointed at the empty chair beside me. “Do you mind if I sit here?”

“Nope, go ahead,” I said. I was going to suggest I trade spots with Paloma so they could sit together, but when I glanced over, she shrugged, and I didn’t want to embarrass her.

Desmond’s tray clattered a little as he put it down. He usually sat with an assortment of gamers and theater tech kids. I looked around and found his regular table; all his friends were watching us.

Maybe he was into Paloma and had come over to sit with her. I looked at him, but he was smiling at me.

I returned his smile and then looked back at my friends. “So as I was saying,” I continued. “He’ll be the perfect Scarecrow, and then I guess Meg can be the Witch.” Because there was no way Meg Hamilton was going to beat me out for the part of Dorothy. Not in a million years.

Desmond spoke up. “Are you talking about Knot’s Valley Little Theater?”

I looked back at him and smiled. “Yeah. Are you trying out?”

This was a twist. Desmond Flynn onstage? The way he was shy and quiet made it seem like he’d be a good Cowardly Lion, except he wasn’t putting on an act. Actors can’t actually be cowardly and shy.
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